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game like backgammon. For Pilate's guards gambled
like all soldiers, and for Christ's undivided coat they
cast lots.

It was not hard to imagine a pitiful little procession
coming down the slope from the Pretorium or Judg-
ment Seat. In the midst was Jesus, dressed as a Jew
of the working class, for the soldiers who had tricked
him out as King of the Jews, in a purple cloak and a
crown of thorns, had taken the robe and probably the
mock crown away, and given him his own clothes
again, thus concealing the marks of the lash. As was
usual in executions, he carried the cross to which he
was to be nailed, but only for a time. He was en-
feebled by the length of suffering through the night,
by the examinations before one judge after another,
and by the torture of scourging. So a casual passer-
by was ordered to carry the cross, and Jesus went
alone and unencumbered, in his usual clothes, very
different from the flowing and majestic robes with
which painters and sculptors have habitually and
falsely sought to glorify him.

On guard around him marched a section of Roman
soldiers, indifferent to the peculiar habits of excitable
Orientals, and acting only under orders to preserve
the life of the convict for his approaching death
according to law. Close beside them came the priests
and lawyers, equally anxious to save his life up to the
appointed place of execution. Thick around the
central group jeered and howled the crowding popu-
lace, such as always throngs to witness any scene of
blood and horror, fearing only that in that narrow
lane they might be thrust aside and come too late for
the best part of the execution, which would be the
stretching of the limbs and the nailing to the cross
beams and the upright post.